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Stylites. He lived on the top of a plinth, you know.
I like to think of him squatting in the clouds and issuing
his nebulous edicts/'

After lunch Colonel Morgan returned to Damascus;
and we drove on to Kama where in our dreams we
could still hear the whirring of the giant water-wheels
and the water splashing from the fountain in the court-
yard of the old Arab house where we stayed.

A nearby Brigade of Gurkhas had lent us a staff car
complete with driver and his mate, to take us to
Lattakia by 'way of Idlib. The driver was a little
smooth man with tiny hands and feet; his mate was a
big gawky tough with a rough skin. We set off in grand
style. Presently Edward said, "I think we turn left
here/'

" Turn left here/' I said to the driver.
The car drove straight on.
"Turn left here, driver/'
"Left."

Perhaps they speak Arabic.
"Shemal."

We communicated thereafter by signs. During the
early afternoon we reached the wide, fertile plains of
Northern Syria, dotted with little villages of honey-pot
shaped houses of mud. In the middle of an empty,
wind-swept stretch of country the Gurkhas stopped the
car and got out. Edward and I looked politely in the
opposite direction, but the little one opened the car door
and thrust in an empty petrol can which he tapped
while shaking his head.

"But surely all staff cars out here carry extra
petrol?"